Ong Ba by Do, Thien-Di
Amaranthus
Volume 1997 | Issue 1 Article 6
1-30-2013
Ong Ba
Thien-Di Do
Grand Valley State University
Follow this and additional works at: http://scholarworks.gvsu.edu/amaranthus
This Article is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks@GVSU. It has been accepted for inclusion in Amaranthus by an authorized
administrator of ScholarWorks@GVSU. For more information, please contact scholarworks@gvsu.edu.
Recommended Citation
Do, Thien-Di (1997) "Ong Ba," Amaranthus: Vol. 1997: Iss. 1, Article 6.
Available at: http://scholarworks.gvsu.edu/amaranthus/vol1997/iss1/6
Thien-Oi Do Ong Ba 1 
Before I was five, we used to hang out. 

I was the only kid in the house. 

Mom was always working. 

Dad wasn't here yet. 

Aunts and uncles were all in school. 

So it was just the three of us. 

I wasn't always the most adorable kid. 

I was precocious. 

I was snotty. 

I didn't listen. 

But you were always patient. 

Ong and I used to always eat cha02 together. 

We'd add a lot of magi3 

and carefully skim just the top, the cooler, more edible layer. 

Then Ong taught me how to tie my shoes 

in his air-conditioned room. 

It only took five tries. 

Late at night, Ba and I used to peer out the window, 

waiting for Mom to return home from work. 

When I grew tired, Ba would hold me and rub 

both my feet, aching from too much play, 

in the palm of her right hand. 

Then Dad came over 

and we moved out and lived in an apartment 

instead of that house. 

Ong and Ba moved to California 

where the temperature was more friendly. 

I 

Americanized anglicized 

lost the ability to speak. 

1 Grandpa and Grandma 
2 rice soup 
3 type of soy sauce 
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Now I am twenty. We hang out, 

this time at my house, 

while Mom and Dad are working. 

We sit around t~le table smiling, 

wondering what to say next 

because my words 

sputter out unevenly. 

Still patient with me, 

Ong Sa, 

Con xin 10;.4 

Sarah J. Oudemolen Sisters 
We stayed up late to watch The Twilight Zone, 

scared each other with ghastly stories of men 

with hooks for hands, wild rabid dogs, and angry 

headless horsemen who menace little girls 

with hideous laughter and poison sweets. 

Mom would catch us huddled together, 

aiming flashlights at our baby cheeks 

to transform them into ghoulish shadows. 

She'd sternly send us off to bed--hoping separation 

would bring sleep and peace. 

Sut ghosts still haunted our imaginations 

and threatened nightmares--you'd sneak quietly 

into my room, clutching a worn gray teddy bear, 

whisper, "I'm scared." And since I was too, I threw 

back the covers so we could comfort each other to sleep. 

4 "Forgive me." 
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